COUNTRY   ECSTASIES

Love, for Keats, is the quintessence of the not-self;
and yet, by a seeming paradox,

when we combine therewith,
Life's self is nourished by its proper pith,
And we are nurtured like a pelican brood.

The not-self is the very core and marrow of our
beings.

Of the other stimuli to * all-feelings * and a con-
sciousness of the not-self, Keats does not speak in this
passage from * Endymion.5 Intellectual, ethical,
mystical, even sensual, they exist and are, according
to circumstances and the temperament of those on
whom they act, more or less efficacious, more or less
completely satisfying. This is not, however, the place
to discuss them.

Grands bois, vous m'effrayez comme des cath^drales,
Vous hurlez comme l'orgue,  et  dans nos coeurs

maudits,

Chambres d'eternel deuil ou vibrent de vieux rales,
Repondent les echos de vos De Profundis,

Je te hais, Ocean ! tes bonds et tes tumultes,
Mon esprit les retrouve en lui ! Ce rire amer
De l'homme vaincu, plein de sanglots et d'insultes,
Je Pentends dans le rire 6norme de la mer.

Comme tu me plairais, 6 Nuit ! sans ces etoiles
Dont la lumiere parle un langage connu I
Car je cherche le vide, et le noir, et Ie nu !